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Violence and 
vegetation in west 
Massachusetts 


BY R. D. ROSEN and MIKE BARON 
Boston, Massachusetts 

Sansuki has been called everything from a 
pseudo-fascist camp set up for the benefit of a 
couple of ideological overlords to a real and 
realistic alternative to modern Western society. 

Hugh Kolis, a slim, intense young man with 
thinning, wispy brown hair, who now lives on the 
Sansuki commune in Western Massachusetts, used 
to work as an ad salesman in Boston. He had 
just recently purchased a new Pontiac Firebird 
and was thinking of getting married when the 
commune entered his life late one night on a 
radio broadcast. 

"They were promising all sorts of things. I 
was really intrigued. This guy on the radio didn't 
sound like a nut. They were coming across with 
things like true happiness, inner peace and a bunch 
of other phrases I'd heard before. But this guy 
somehow sounded like he really meant it, so I 
sent him a note care of the radio station. I in¬ 
vited them out to talk to me. It was not like 
they were uninvited guests, like the Process 
people. We talked for several hours one night. I 
wasn't entirely convinced. There weren't any 
readings they could leave me because they don't 
believe in the printed word or literature or any¬ 
thing. But I thought more and more about what 
they told me about' eating right and eliminating 
all technology and getting back to a primary 
consciousness and all. 

"My job as a salesman began to seem more and 
more meaningless, like I was just a lackey of a 
fucked-up society. My fiance just didn't under¬ 
stand my attraction to Sansuki. She was pretty 
straight. And she kept burning her pot roasts. 
I went through a period of intense confusion, 
thinking about my life and where it was headed, 
about all the antagonisms of daily life, about 
what I had eaten in my twenty-five years on 

Hugh's conversion came about on a Sunday 
morning at an International House of Pancakes. 


He was dining on a cheese omelette with a side 
order of sausages. The sausages caught his eye. 
"I couldn't stop staring at those little sausages 
and I kept getting sicker and sicker just looking 
at them. I thought about the pigs and the snouts 
and the little hairs. I thought about the House of 
Pancakes. Suddenly everything became clear to 
me ... my entire life, every roast beef sandwich 
I'd ever eaten flashed in front of me. I was really 
getting sick. I jumped out of the booth and 
barely made it to the bathroom where I vomited 
up everything. I vomited up my entire past." 

We met Hugh through a mutual friend who 
runs a bookstore in Amherst. The bookstore has 
attracted a lot of people including members of 
various communes like the Spirit in the Flesh, 
the Lyman Family, and the Process, but our 
friend says that members of Sansuki "definitely 
have the most peculiar aura." They seldom speak. 
They don't read books, because the printed word 
is just another agent of so-called rational, thinking 
man and has no place in their lives. But they 

particularly pictures of plants. Thus we were able 
to meet Hugh and, through him, arrange a meeting 

Sansuki lies on an old country estate. Where 
there is some friction between other townspeople 
and the communities they live near, Sansuki has 
no such problems. A gas station attendant pro¬ 
vided a clue to this easy harmony when he re¬ 
marked to us as we filled up with regular that 
the commune members are "less trouble than a 
litter of little puppy dogs. Just a weird crew, 

The commune owns twenty-two acres of prime 
farming land which the commune's leader, who 
calls himself bob, ("always with a small 'b,' 
please")/ inherited from his paternal grandfather. 
The main building is a fine, three-story wood 
frame farm. house of the kind favored by the 
wealthy around the turn of the century. There 
are several outbuildings, including a three car 
garage, an old barn, and a tool shed which is 
now used, as we discovered later, for more than 
the storage of tools. 








He slowly bent over and touched the earth 
with his palms and brought them to his mouth 
and kissed them. Then he asked us a question. 

"What are most people afraid of?" 

We shook our heads and murmured, "A lot 
of things, I guess." 

"Well, let me tell you," bob said. "Most 
people are afraid of death. We here at Sansuki 
learn to eliminate that fear by gradually entering 
a state from which actual death, when it.occurs, 
will only seem like the slightest deviation. Death 
is only a minor adjustment to the state of 
Brachli." 

We asked about the membership of Sansuki. 

"You make it sound like a country club," 
bob laughed. "Seriously, though, since the original 
sixteen of us started Sansuki early in 1970, we've 
had twelve newcomers. Let's see, we're twenty- 
three brothers and sisters now. Two of the 
originals and three of the newcomers decided to 
go back to the real world and give it another 

"You just let them go?" 

"Sure, that's all right. There are no binding 
decisions, really, although once someone is on 
the way to Brachli like Sue Yang-Hin (who, we 
found out, comes from Buffalo), it's pretty hard 
to turn back. But if someone finds that our trip 
is just a little too heavy and they want to split, 
that's cool. No hard feelings. Everyone has to 
save themselves in their own way. This may just 
not be their thing. One man's meat (oops?) is 
another man's poison." 

What about these peoples’ parents? 

"Obviously most of them don't understand 
what we're doing here, they're so inured to the 
world out there. One couple drove all the way 
down from Portland, Maine, to rescue their little 
girl last spring." 

What happened? 

"Nothing; we told her if she wanted to go 
back to her family, she was free. She cried, and 
then left with them in their Buick station wagon." 
He smiled beatifically at us. "But I should add 
that as long as someone is here, he or she is 
expected to subscribe to our codes of conduct." 

Like what? 

The most important rule of the commune re¬ 
gards dietary habits; no member shall eat any 
foodstuffs which are not organically pure vegetable 
matter. All vegetables raised with the aid of 
inorganic chemical fertilizers, insecticides, or spe¬ 
cial vitamin amplifiers are taboo. What Sansuki 
can not produce for itself on their land they 
purchase at a natural foods store in town. 

Meat is out of the question. "I haven't evpn 

three years," bob said. ' Its only use, as far as 
we're concerned, is punitive." bob walked us 
through some remarkable vegetable sculpture that 
the commune had done. There was an enormous, 


iconic carrot-construction. 

"We have a saying here," bob mused. "If you 
wish to be like a cow, eat as a cow. If you wish 
to be like a horse, eat as one. The body absorbs 

"And you here," we chided, "eat like radishes 
in order to be like them?" 

bob chuckled, then quickly arranged a straight 
face. "You're more correct than you think. If 

"And you do?" 



Members who violate the sacred dietary laws 
are subject to immediate explusion from Sansuki, 
but this seldom happens. Like all fledgling reli¬ 
gious and spiritual orders, Sansuki is a bit leery 
(fortunately!) of their own importance and the 
degree to which members are expected to submit 
to it. We heard disturbing tales of violators who 
were not expelled, but were still subjected to 
rather unappealing punishment in the hope they 
would ■"straighten out." 

A young man from Brockton, in his late teens, 
a newer convert who appeared to have more of 
his "rational" faculties intact, told us a story 
about another brother who was caught smuggling 
a pork loin into the communal kitchen late at 
night where he was about to cook it for himself. 
He was apprehended by none other than bob 
himself; the violator was taken to a tiny tool 
shed behind the main building and locked in, 



without food or water, for forty-eight hours. 
Meanwhile bob walked down into town and 
purchased 5 lbs. of raw ground chuck. When the 
violator was released, bob told him he could eat 
the raw meat right there on the spot or face 
further punishment. The offender agreed that 
eating the chuck seemed like fair punishment, and 

Another victim of Sansuki's disciplinary system 
was a girl, no longer with the commune, whose 
crime consisted of owning the wrapper to a Three 
Musketeers candy bar. Our young informer told 
us that all the members were standing around 
the fire one night chanting a mantra of peace. 
The girl was called forward to deliver the sym¬ 
bolic prayer of harvest, and when she bent over 
to pick up the ceremonial sheaf, the damning 
wrapper fell out from under her robe. 

"There was like a complete silence. Everyone 
stared at her like she was some kind of, you 
know, monster or something. Then bob stepped 
in like he does and said Sister So and So had 
sinned and she had to be punished. We were all 
like standing in a circle and he gave us each a 
wand of pussy willow. We eat cooked pussy 
willow and a lot of other weeds and you wouldn't 
think so to look at one of the plants, but when 
you swing a raw pussy willow switch fast enough, 
it can really hurt, you know? He made the sister 
strip right down to the buff and like we all had 
to start hitting her. It was horrible. She was 
weeping and all and when we were done, bob 
made her eat some of the raw pussy willow. I 
guess she couldn't take it because she split the 

It is this distressing, quasi-fascist quality that 
Sansuki shares with other semi-religious com¬ 
munes. It recalls in come ways the Lyman gang 
and, even, perhaps, Manson and his zombies. 
Yet, at the same time, has Sansuki achieved an 
undeniable aesthetic, maybe even profound bio¬ 
chemical and psychic change? 

We were surprised again a while later to see 
two vegetable tenders suddenly drop their hoes 
and fly at one another in a rage, bob was with 
us when it happened. One moment, they were 
on their knees digging up weeds; the next, they 
were scrambling and spitting across a neatly-set 
row of young shoots. Since they were dressed 
in woolen robes and their hair was tied back 
in the buns favored by the communards, it was 
not immediately apparent that both combatants 
were girls. We had learned enough in our short 
visit not to protest such events. 

We stood and watched while bob smiled be¬ 
nignly. "You see, these two are on their way. 
Their rage is instinctual, free from the guiles of 
modern man. Undissociated action." He watched 
them some more. "These sisters have destroyed 
some promising young vegetables, but they have 
learned to let go just a little bit more and that's 


the important thing." 

The leader led us to a small plot of grass where 
fifteen or eighteen brothers and sisters had con¬ 
vened for their sundown meditation. They had 
already begun when we arrived. "These people," 
bob whispered to us, "all want to experience pure 
instinct, pure visceral sensory life. They're all in 
the process of leaving a repressed, mind-fucked 
society." 

Some were meditating alone in the lotus 
position, humming quietly or else giving forth 
with periodic and explosive cries. A couple wept 
openly. A man and a woman were exploring 
each other beneath their robes. A thin girl was 
off by herself, tightened up in a ball. "That's a 
sister who's approaching vegetable consciousness 
through identification," bob pointed out. "She's 
pretending she's a tomato." 

The sun had retired behind the hills and the 
members of the Sansuki commune had also re¬ 
tired, silently and dressed in their, variety of 
simple robes, to the main house where they sat 
down to a sparse, vegetarian meal. We had to get 
back to Boston and thanked bob at some length 
for his time and explanations. He nodded reverent¬ 
ly, looking skyward as though he were acknow¬ 
ledging a far holier source than fhe one that had 
just expressed this bit of gratitude. He reached 
behind him and took two small bunches of 
parsley off the table and presented them to us. 
It was our turn to nod sanctimoniously. As we 
walked out we uttered a few "so long"s to the 
others. Most of them either didn't hear our 
farewells or ignored them, while, a couple, in¬ 
cluding Sue Yang-Hin, looked up, their jaws in 
motion, and smiled wanly in our direction. 

In the car, we began talking immediately 
about our impressions. Another easy answer to 
the problem of living-in-the-world? A total hoax? 
A breeding ground for psychosis? Was the acting 
out of prifhal feelings under those circumstances 
any better than warfare in the real world? Could 
such an experiment be attempted without trained 
supervision and analysis? Or was Sansuki a valid 
alternative to Western logic? A useful migration 
to the collective, herbivorous unconscious? The 
logical extension of "natural" food diets? 

As astute, tolerant surveyors of the counter- 
cultural landscape, we couldn't afford to care¬ 
lessly dismiss any of the possibilities. This place 
would deserve another visit. We would have to 
take another, closer look at these people to see 
if they were serious or weren't serious or, worst 
of all, didn't know that they weren't serious, and, 
in fact, couldn't be. 

Meanwhile, we had both grown hungry nibbling 
on our parsley sprigs. Just before mounting the 
turnpike, we spotted a drive-in, and, looking 
wryly at each other across the front seat of the 
car, turned in for a few burgers. 



HOW I BEAT 

THE DRAFT 


BY DOUGLAS MOENCH 
Chicago, Illinois 

Toes and fingers were out; I was ridiculously 
fond of each and every one of the little buggers 
and besides, I abhor the sight of blood. Especially 

The tongues of my shoes, which invariably 
become scrunched into conspicuous bulges of 
frayed suede whenever I attempt to tie the laces, 
superbly illustrate the lamentable fact that I am 
blessed with the antithesis of flat feet. My arches 
could have been constructed by the Romans in 
300 B.C. 

My ponderously inflated ego precluded the 
admission (contrived or legitimate) of any aberrant 
homosexual tendencies even though the inordinate 
length of my hair would have qualified me as 
a prime candidate for the condition in the 
squinted eyes of the military establishment. I 
would walk proud, and straight, to the induction 

I'd contracted a strangulated hemorrhoid while 
chasing an errant Frisbee caught in a perverse 
wind current—it had wafted over a bog of slick 
mud and I'd plummeted squarely onto my ass— 
but someone told me hemorrhoids were now 
accepted into the services by virtue of a recent 
congressional amendment to the physical require¬ 
ments of selective service (a euphemism if ever 
one were coined) inductees. The bill had been 
deadlocked for three weeks and, ostensibly, the 
congressmen had agreed to pass it in an effort 
to rescue their asses from the further rigors of 
a leather-upholstered debate. But perhaps my 
informant, a notorious prevaricator, had been 
joshing me. I resolved to bring the matter up 
upon the morrow, but I'd refrain from bringing 
a doctor's note; let them look into the matter 
for themselves. 

I'm disgustingly average in height and weight: 
six feet even, 150 pounds. Frustratingly im¬ 
penetrable cul-de-sac. 

My blood's okay; I'm near-sighted, but not 
overly, and rarely wear my glasses; I had no 
infectious diseases; and I was scared. 

The shrinks, I was informed, were hopelessly 
looney. Perhaps I'd play a few rounds of verbal 


badinage with them anyway, just to pass the 
time. There was always the possibility that, if 
I acted normal enough, they'd disqualify me. 

"You're really in trouble,' Karen said, handing 
me the water pipe. 

"Yeah," I replied succinctly, and sucked on 
the pipe. 

"What about that mile-long scar on ^Our 
back?" Karen said mildly. 

Purple haze shredded and drifted apart until 
The Answer stood before me encased in a perfect, 
multi-faceted crystal of clarity. "Right. How could 
I forget that? My problems are solved!" We 
celebrated by refilling the pipe. 

At age twelve, on the lumpily hostile terrain 
of a Thanksgiving Day football field, I had been 
intimately involved in a fourteen-man tackle. I 
was subsequently interred in the Ravenswood 
Hospital for a period of four months, reluctantly 
convalescing from the aftermath of a surgery 
designed to alleviate some Latin-appelated con¬ 
dition of the spine. I'd been fine ever since but 
the doctor, with characteristically sober coun¬ 
tenance, had asked: "You'd like to play football 
again, wouldn't you?" 

"Yes," I had replied eagerly. 

"Well, I'm sorry to say that you can'.t. You 
must not run, jump, stretch, bend, fall, fight, 
dive, or remain in one position for too long a 

I think I had cried justifiably. 

"One good thing," the austere doctor had 
consoled, "the army'll never take you." 

At age twelve, what kind of consolation was 
that? I cried football-shaped tears. 

But an impending attraction to the female 
portion of the human dichotomy had obviated 
any further preoccupation with football, and I 
lost no time in bending, stretching, jumping and 
indulging in other contortions of the delightfully 
supple human shell. My long hair had necessitated 
running and fighting upon numerous occasions 
and I even dived off a spring-board once. Devotees 
of marijuana frequently experience a subtle per¬ 
suasion to remain in one position for long periods 
of time. Fortunately, I’ve suffered no adverse 
effects. My Frisbee fall produced a hemorrhoid 
but no back pains. However, I discerned no 
evident advantage in explicating this information 
to the draft board. 




office is closed for the night," 

"What time does it open in the morning?" 



I had to present myself to the induction 
inspection at six. "Well, could you connect me 
with Dr. Farrington, please?" 

"I have no Dr. Farrington listed, sir. When 
did this operation of yours occur?" 

"1960." 

"Oh, that Dr. Farrington. He retired years 
ago. He's in Wisconsin, I think. Or was it 
Minnesota?" t 

"Thank you," I lied, and hung up. 

In February, it's cold, and dark, at six ayem. 
Fortunately, there was no queue to suffer through; 

I breezed right into the induction center. 

They gave us two pencils and said not to try 
to flunk the test because if we did we'd get 
consigned to immediate combat status rather than 
obtaining the soft desk job we would be entitled. 
to if we displayed some smarts. Besides, someone 

spelled your name right, so I answered all the 
questions correctly. 

Twenty minutes later, when everyone had 
finished the test, the supervisor woke me up 
and then proceeded in a spectacularly monotoned 


exposition to set forth a boggling list of instruc¬ 
tions, contingencies, and ramifications for, of, 
and upon our impending physical scrutiny. Pre¬ 
dictably, there were no questions from his captive 
audience. We were led out, after we returned the 
pencils. 

I made George Swope's acquaintance as we 
jammed our clothing and sparse possessions into 
the one-foot cubed storage lockers. 

"This whole Vietnam mess," George Swope 
said, ' is a big front to squash the black revolu¬ 
tion." He wasn't particularly happy about it. 

"How's that?" I elicited through a soporific 
haze of bare flesh and green lockers. 

"Don't you know, man?" he said, agitated. 
"There's only one-tenth as many blacks in this 
country as there are whites, but they take almost 
as many of us as they do of you whites." 

I scanned the locker-room, weighing dark 
nudity against light. "You're right," I said. "Let's 
declare war on the army." 

George Swope didn't say anything, but he 
appeared to be seriously deliberating my pro¬ 
position. We remained companions throughout the 
ensuing ordeal. 

We were measured and weighed first. "I feel 
like a hunk of meat in a butcher shop," I said 
to George from the scales. 

"Yeah, we are being led to the slaughter," 
he replied darkly. 

"What's this scar on your back from?" the 
weigh-in man asked. 

"I don't know for sure," I answered, "because 
the record office was closed and Dr. Farrington's 
fishing in Wisconsin or maybe Minnesota, but 
it's from a surgery designed to alleviate some 
Latin-appelated condition of the spine." 

The weigh-in man asked no further questions. 
George was haughty on the scales and joined me 
after being passed. 

I read the eye chart all wrong and the bored 
tester passed me. George suffered a similar fate. 

"Just a minute," the tester called, momentarily 
emerging" from his shroud of ennui. "What's that 
scar on your back from? Lamendectomy?" 

I ruminated a moment, answered: "Would you 
say that 'Lamendectomy' might be construed as 
being Latin-sounding to a twelve-year-old?" 

He scowled and passed me a second time. 
George said, "You're weird." 

'To the contrary," I defended, "I'm perfectly 
logical and concise in the area of verbal communi- 

ahead, but when to my consummate astonishment 
a beefy hand darted out from behind it, grasped 
my wrist and jabbed a blood-sucking needle into 
my arm, I kept my eyes firmly riveted to it. But 
I succumbed to an irresistable surge of ambivalent 
curiosity, chanced a fleeting glimpse at the syringe, 
and neared a swooning state; there was a gallon 









of purplish blood in the syringe's glass receptacle 
and it was all mine. Visions of my heart abruptly 
drying up and sputtering to a halt stained my 
fertile imagination. I felt my veins gasp for fluid 
upon which to slake their insatiable thirst. "Vam¬ 
pire!" I spat at the syringe wielder. 

He pushed my wrist to my bicep and ordered, 
"Keep your arm like that for a while." 

Weakly, I staggered away, the splotches of my 
purloined blood shimmering before my rapidly 
clouding vision. The crease on the inside of my 
elbow felt hot, and sticky. I relaxed my arm; 
crimson gouts were spurting from the sloppy 
puncture. My knees coalesced into Silly Putty. 

"Hey, you!" the voice reverberated from 
beyond the descending blackness. "You'd better 
come back here." By Crom, someone had noticed 
my plight and was mercifully offering supplica¬ 
tion. I mentally consecrated the rickety chair upon 
which He sat and stumbled towards Him. 

"Here," he said, and indelicately slapped a 
spit-ball sized cotton wad on the scarlet mess. 
He jammed my wrist to my bicep and shoved 
me back into line. 

Ten paces later the cotton had disintegrated 
to the soggy size of a "." and I threw it away, 
assailed with frantic visions of it slipping into 
the needle laceration and irreparably clogging up 

We were next told to sit on some wooden 
chairs and I fell into one. "I don’t think I'm 
going to make it, George," I croaked hoarsely. 
I opened my arm. George shook his head in 
sympathy. 

"All right," someone in a resplendently be- 
ribboned and medaled uniform said. "Anyone 
with excusatory letters from a certified psychia¬ 
trist, stand up and form a line over here." 

More than half the seated inductees rose. 
The guy in glittering uniform frowned. "All 
right, the rest of you will see our psychiatrists 
for routine questions. You with the letters, follow 

So I sat there, bleeding, waiting for my turn 
with the shrink. I had built up a fairly sizable 
toleration-immunity to the red stuff leaking out 
of my arm by the time I was called, and I went 
courageously. 

I sat down in front of the disinterested shrink 
and before he could casually launch into his 
standard set of shallow questions, I said, "First 
of all. I'd have to be crazy to leave this wonderful 
land of milk, honey, freedom, motherhood, and 
apple pie just to go over and shiver on some 
rice paddy waiting to get shot." 

His thin lips smiled superciliously. "You'll 
really have to do better than that. You have no 
idea how many times I've had to listen to that 
line. Besides, you omitted the flag in your 
summation of this country's considerable at- 


"All right," I conceded, "I freely admit I'm 
not crazy, but you're not going to take my word 
for it, are you? After all, I might be crazy and 
how would it look for a psychiatrist to agree 
with a crazy man? True, I don't have an ex¬ 
cusatory letter from a certified psychiatrist—of 
even a certified letter from an excusatory psychia- 
trist-but what crazy man would have the sense 
to get such a letter? And you; you don't have 
an excusatory letter from a certified psychiatrist 
either, but you've got to be crazy to be sitting 
here when you could be in a wood-paneled office 
on Park Avenue in New York treating incurable 
nymphomaniacs! And if you're not crazy and 
you've merely taken this job because you're not 
qualified for Park Avenue and the nymphos, then 
what right have you got to say I'm not crazy?" 
I flared my nostrils for effect, deviously averting 
my eyes from his. George applauded my stirring 
oratory from his waiting seat behind me. 

But the psychiatrist merely smiled stoically, 
apologetically. "One of the prerequisites for a 
position in this induction center," he informed 
me, "is a thorough knowledge of Catch-22. I'm 
afraid Joseph Heller can't help you now." 

"Who's Joseph Heller?" I screeched. "I'm 
talking insanity, and you're wasting time with 
literature! that proves you're insane! And besides, 
what sane male would harbor the aberrant pro¬ 
clivity to wear his hair this long?" I viciously 
flicked my cascading mane in his direction. 

"Are you admitting to a condition of homo¬ 
sexuality?" 

"No," I said with a fatuous smirk, "but 
don’t take my word for it. I might be cuckoo, 
daddy, and crazies have been known to be 
compulsive liars." 

"You're grasping at straws now," he discerned 
slyly. 

"Maybe so," I said, preparing for a masterful 
non-sequitur, "but I'm a free-bleeder—a hemo¬ 
philiac—how do you like that?" I flourished my 
gushing arm. "If- that ain't crazy, what is?" 

He blanched, swallowed nervously, placed his 
fingertips to his lips. 

"Aha!" I cried triumphantly. "You can't stand 
the sight of it either! What kind of soldiers would 
you and I make, eh doc?" If I could only gain 
his confidence, seduce him 1 into thinking in us- 

But he stood up and hastily excused himself. 
"Another doctor will finish questioning you." 
He exited, stage-center. 

A second shrink, the epitome of indifference, 
sat down. "All right; where did the other doctor 
leave off?" he asked in crisp, business-like tones. 

"Leave off?" I was genuinely astounded. 
"You're going to pick up where he left off 
without any knowledge of what he ascertained 
as to the nature of my hopelessly deranged 
behavior? What kind of shag is that?" 



"I assume;” he began impersonally, "that since 
you have not been deferred," and finished in a 
vein-bulging rage, "you have thus far been pro¬ 
nounced thoroughly sane!" 

"All right," I capitulated. "First of all, I'm 1 
a free-bleeder." I violently presented my stained 
arm. "How do you like that?" 

"You've already passed the blood station. If 
they accepted you at that point, I'm afraid 
there's nothing I can do about any purported 
blood conditions. Now, why don't you want to 
join the army?" 

"How do you know I don't want to?" I 
answered with my best Peter Lorre leer. 

He looked at my hair and said drily, "Call 
it an educated guess." 

"Well, you're right. I don't want to join the 
army. If I did, I would've joined instead of 
waiting to be drafted. Or does that make too 
much sense for a crazy person? After all, I'd 
have to be crazy to balk at the prospect of 
fighting in a rice paddy for the cherished attributes 
of this wonderful country, chief among them 
being milk, honey, freedom, motherhood, and 
apple pies. And the flag, of course. And let’s 
not forget those endemically American institu¬ 
tions: Jazz, comic books, and rock'n'roll." 

"A negative restatement of the traditional 
cliches, no matter how adroitly delivered, won't 
serve to your advantage in the least. I've already 
read Catch-22. Joseph Heller's specious sophistries 

"Who the fuck is Joseph Heller?" I bellowed. 

"Watch your language. Now then; why are you 
against the army?" 

"Are you sure you're not the patient, asking 
questions like that? Okay; never mind. First of 
all. I'm against joining the army because I get 
the distinct impression that the government is 
trying to take over the country." 

crazy. Go on to the next station." 

I rose; blood gurgled. "Do you have a tour¬ 
niquet first?" 

"No, I'm sorry. Hey . . . what's that scar on 
your back from? Lamendectomy?" 

"I don't know. Dr. Farrington's fishing." 

"All right; go on." 

The guy who squeezed my balls had cold 
hands; my voice leaped to tenor pitch as I 
yelped, but he didn't even look at me funny. 
George growled when his were grasped. 

"Okay," the ball-grabber announced, "on to 

"Hey," George protested, "what kind of kan¬ 
garoo court is this? What about my hydroseal?" 

"What's a hydroseal?" 

"You're a ball doctor and you don't even know 
what a hydroseal is? You ignorant honky; a 
hydroseal is a sac of water on the balls." 

"Well," ball-grabber mused, "if water on the 


knees is accepted now, I guess we can let water 
on the balls go too. You're okay; get moving!" 

"Doesn't anyone want to inspect my 
hemorrhoids while my pants are down?" I sug¬ 
gested. No one wanted to. 

"Just a minute. Is that a Lamendectomy scar?" 

I shrugged ignorantly. "The record office open¬ 
ed after I got here." 

"Okay; go on." 

I tried to suppress my reflexes but my knees 
betrayed me. I swallowed every time the doctor 
looked in my ears but I guess it didn't plug them 
up like it does on the elevator. I purposely missed 
the first bottle, splattering all over the place, but 
they made me piss into another. I let some of 
my arm blood drip into that one. Miraculously, 
my urine passed anyway. 

Impossibly, the next station was the check-out 
counter. I realized with dawning horror that, 
inexorably, I had been passed through each and 
every cursory station without even the slightest 
modicum of escape having presented itself. I 
would momentarily be declared fit for active duty 
in the armed forces of the United States of 
America, to participate in a police action in a 
country I had never even dreamed existed until 
the police action had been undeclared, and there 
was nothing I could do about it. There I stood, 
nearly sniveling, waiting to receive my lethal 
acceptance papers. 

Miserably, I noticed a vagrant doctor standing 
behind me, loitering. "What's that scar from?" 
he asked idly. 

"Lamendectomy," I shot back gravely in a 
last-ditch grandstand play. 

"You're out," he said, his voice tinkling like 
muted silver bells whilst bluebirds serenely hover¬ 
ed over his shoulders. "Follow the green arrows 
on the floor to a little office labeled 'Defer- 

"Yessir!" I saluted him, patriotically. 

He wrote on a piece of paper and handed it 
to me. I accepted it and followed the green arrows. 

The deferment clerk was skeptical but I bump¬ 
ed into George Swope outside. 

"Hey, man," he said. "Did you get out?" 

"Yep. My Lamendectomy's been acting up 
something awful as of late. How about you?" 

"Yeah,, they couldn't get me," George said 
stolidly. 

"How'd you manage it?" They'd seemed im¬ 
placably determined to claim George, most likely 
a subterfuge to squash the black revolution. 
"Really. How the hell'd you get out?" 

"I showed my hydroseal to one of the women 
clerks near the end." 

It's not so bad in February at two P.M. 
George and I went to my place and had fifteen 
bowl's worth from the water pipe before Karen 
and Cynner got home. 



ia- 



An alien walks Earth. 
I know. 


...I CARRY HIS BABY 


Name Withheld by Request 
Dumas, Texas 


I have personally observed "flying saucers" 
twice. There is no doubt in my mind that our 
planet is being watched by inhabitants of other 
worlds. There are aliens who look like us and 
walk among us. I know. I am pregnant by one 
of them. 

My interest in "flying saucers" began when I 
was fourteen. I was playing in a field with a 
girlfriend when we observed a metallic disc hover¬ 
ing over a clump of trees in the distance. We 
were both fascinated by the phenomenon. At the 
time I had no idea what the term "flying saucer" 
even meant. All I knew was that what I had 
witnessed was outside my previous experience. 

My friend and I both ran home to our respec¬ 
tive parents to describe what we had seen. To my 
surprise, my parents not only disbelieved my 
story, they chastised me for what they called 
lying, and punished me. My friend later reported 
that her parents treated her similarly. 

This was my first experience with the blind 
skepticism that most people have for anything 
they cannot fit into their pat categories. Because 
of my age, I ,was intimidated by my parents' 
hysterical refusal to accept what I had seen. I 
never mentioned the incident to them again, but 
I began reading every book and every magazine 
article I could find on the subject. 

In high school I ran into more obstacles. As 
my senior project in English class, I wrote my 
thesis on the subject of "Extraterrestrial Observa¬ 
tion of Earth." Using the research material I had 
gathered for three years, I wrote a scathing attack 
on the secrecy surrounding the United States 
Air Force "Project Blue Book." Project Blue 
Book was a code name for the division empowered 
to investigate the thousands of unidentified flying 
objects (UFOs) reported every year. 

The term paper I wrote was too "hot" for my 
English teacher, who, incidentally, was a former 
Air Force officer in the Korean War. My report 


was termed "unacademic" and I was given a grade 
of D that year in English, ruining my chance 
to receive a college scholarship. 

Soon after my graduation, I began dating a 
man who was a sophomore at Southern Metho¬ 
dist University. Since my own chances to further 
my education had been hampered, I pinned my 
hopes on landing a successful man and becoming 
a housewife. I must admit that I was very in¬ 
secure at that time. Bill G-was majoring 

in electrical engineering and in two years would 
be earning a substantial salary. We dated the 
entire summer of 1971. 

In September of that year, we drove to Corpus 
Christi for a vacation before Bill started his 
junior year. We were parked on an alcove over¬ 
looking the Bay of Mexico when a bright object 
began moving at incredible speed on the horizon. 
We followed its path for perhaps half a minute 
as it moved in a zig-zag pattern in our general 
direction. No aircraft we know of could have 
changed direction so quickly or traveled so fast. 
Suddenly, as it was almost directly over our 
heads, it vanished. 

Bill and I had discussed UFOs many times 
before, but I was never able to convince him 
that they actually existed. That night I thought 
that what we had mutually witnessed would be 
the final clincher in my argument. I was wrong. 
Bill's Virgo mind could not accept what he had 
seen. What I initially viewed as a glorious glimpse 
Into the unknown soon developed into a night¬ 
marish argument with Bill. He drove me home 
that night and I have not seen him since. 

That experience convinced me that it was my 
destiny to investigate UFOs. I realized then that 
no matter how rich or successful my husband 
might be, I could never feel fulfilled being simply 
a housewife. The books I had read on UFOs were 
laden with irrefutable evidence that our planet 
was under surveillance, but none of the books 
offered any hard-core evidence regarding human 
contact with the aliens. There were some stories 
of contacts with "little green men," but tjiese 
claimants could be uniformly dismissed as crack¬ 
pots. Although it may sound presumptuous, I 
decided that it would be my goal to make con- 
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iact, perhaps the first contact, with our alien 
observers. 

You may think it was naive on my part to 
take on such an awesome task singlehandedly, 
but my approach was really not naive at all. Not 
if you consider the mentality of the average person 
an alien might run into. Most persons refuse to 
believe that UFOs could possibly exist. They 
would deny the existence if a saucer landed on 
top of them. The less said about these types, 
the better. Of the populace which is open-minded 
enough to accept evidence on UFOs, most are 
only second-hand observers, whose experiences 
consist of reading accounts screened by the U.S. 
Air Force or the occasional newspaper articles 
written by cynical reporters. Those who have 
personally observed unusual phenomenon gener¬ 
ally receive the same sort of reaction I received 
from my parents and boyfriend. Most people, 
when confronted by skeptical friends and relatives, 
are cowed into believing that what they saw were 
freak cloud formations or weather balloons. And 
still other people, who are willing to admit that 
UFOs exist, have been influenced by films and 
comic books to believe that these spacecraft are 
filled with horrible monsters. I found this to be 

Reality dictated that I seek employment in 
order to support myself while seeking answers 
to the mysteries that intrigued me. Without a 
college diploma, the best I could get was a job 
as waitress in a San Antonio cafe. Being a waitress 
didn't turn me on, but, ironically, it led me to 
my contact with an alien. 

When I received my first paycheck, I im¬ 
mediately placed ads in the daily and weekly 
newspapers. I ran the same ad constantly in the 
personal section of the classifieds. It read: 

True believer would like to meet visitors 

from other planets. All contacts strictly 

confidential. 871-4348. 

I reasoned that whoever was watching us from 
afar was probably aware of the close-mindedness 
of the average inhabitant of Earth. I felt that 
they must be vyatching for people like me as 
much as I waited for contact from them. How 
else could they learn from us, except from in¬ 
dividuals who trust them and want to share 
knowledge? 

In addition to the ad, which ran for months, 
I managed to pass the word among regular 
customers of the cafe that I was interested in 
any unusual sightings or leads. Many responded 
with the usual funny look, but my friendly 
demeanor and openness broke most barriers. 
Several truckers confided to me that they had 
seen unexplainable things in the sky at some 
time during the thousands of '-miles they drove 
across bleak Texan highways. One even related 
how he had swerved one night to dodge a house¬ 
sized cylinder with blinding lights near Cuero, 


in De Witt County. I assured every customer who 
confided in me that I would not repeat their 
stories. Consequently, I gained their trust and 
my knowledge of UFOs in the area grew ac¬ 
cordingly. 

One night, a man whom I would have taken 
as another trucker walked in and sat in one of 
the corner booths, staring intently at me. It was 
a stare unlike any other I have ever encountered. 
I felt as though he could see right through me. 
I approached him with the menu and he said, 
“I understand you are a true believer." 

At first I thought he was going to make fun 
of my ad, but he wasn't smiling. 

He told me he had been in town for a while, 
but wasn't working; at least not in a conventional 
sense. He said he would explain more to me if 
I would agree to meet him alone later that evening. 
I ordinarily would not have accepted a date on 
the spot from someone I had never before met, 
but there was a compelling mystique about him, 
and my curiosity needed satisfaction. I agreed 
to meet him at a bar after work. . 

The barroom chatter wasn't at all appropriate 
for the serious discussion we both knew was 
inevitable. He didn't have a car, so we got into 
mine and drove in a random pattern, without 
concern for destination. We talked at first about 
mundane things, but then he began asking me 
about my beliefs. 

I described my UFO encounters and my in¬ 
terest in the subject. About a half an hour passed 
and I realized I didn't even know the man's 

"Ran-Kor," he answered. 

"That's a strange name," I said. "Is it your 
first or last?" 

He paused a long time, as if debating whether 
I was ready or not. Then he replied. 

"Its origin is not of this planet." 

My heart seemed to stop for a moment when 
he said that. I pulled the car onto a side road 
and parked beneath heavy overhanging branches. 

I explained to him that I had been sincerely 
seeking to meet an alien visitor for a long time, 
but I asked him if he was absolutely serious. I 
was in no mood to have my leg pulled by a 
practical joker. 

He related in a slow and articulate manner 
that he was from a planet in another solar system. 
He said he was one of a number of his race who 
were sent to "feel out" our planet, to see if we 
(the human race) were worthy enough and phil¬ 
osophically prepared to accept a confrontation 
with his own race. His planet, he said, was far 
superior, technologically, to Earth. Although they 
had the power to destroy us, that was not their 
desire. They wished to impart beneficial know¬ 
ledge to us. But, they were concerned that the 
knowledge might be perverted and used for 
selfish purposes. 



He said other things which I don't feel I 
should reveal now without betraying his trust, 
but which I will make public at the proper 
time. Essentially, his message was one of peace 
and goodwill. 

He said he had met with severe obstacles in 
his attempts to communicate with other Earth¬ 
lings and had been prepared to give up on our 
race until he met me. He said I represented his 
single genuine contact. 

I don't want to seem egotistical in relating 
this, but I realized how important I might be in 
establishing first contact with an intelligence 
outside our own tiny planet-. 

I assured Ran-Kor I would cooperate with 
him in every possible way and would spread his 
message to others. He then became upset. For 
the first time he showed himself capable of 
human emotion. 

"You must not say anything until the time 
is right," ne insisted. "First I must compare my 
own observations with my brothers on missions 
in other parts of your world." 

He added that if their collective decision was 
to make official contact, they would signal the 
capitols of the world via radio beams from our 
moon. Upon assurance that there would be no 
violent reaction, they would land their space¬ 
crafts at designated spots and meet the world 
leaders. Virtually overnight, the knowledge they 
would impart would create worldwide peace, and 
eliminate disease, religion, and other social ills. 
But Ran-Kor warned me that if the collective 
decision of his party was that Earth was not 
deserving, they would leave without word. 

"If that happens, your fellow humans won't 
believe a word you say about^me," he said softly. 

Then he added, "I may have to return to my 
own planet before long. -But, in the meantime, 
I have emotions very much like the males on 
Earth. We may have many differences, but the 
sexual nature of beings is similar throughout the 
universe." 

My heart went out to Ran-Kor. He had been 
sent as an observer to Earth without a female 
companion. I cannot say that, at the time, I 
felt a romantic love, but with the future tran¬ 
quility of Earth perhaps hanging in the balance, 
I gave myself to him completely. 

As we undressed in the back of the car, I 
could not help but notice the peculiarity of his 
sexual organ. Unlike the smooth knob at the tip 
of a human penis, Ran-Kor possessed a member 
whose tip was covered with an additional fold 
of skin. Any doubts I had about Ran-Kor's 
story disappeared with the introduction of this 
unearthly evidence. 

My orgasm that night was more than ecstatic. 
It was a cosmic experience which touched several 
galaxies before returning me, gasping, to the back 
seat of my Chevrolet Impala. 


Ran-Kor displayed an air of detachment as we 
parted that night; an outward trait that belied 
the true character of his race. 

I continued to see Ran-Kor nearly every night 
for over two months, although it was no longer 
necessary to meet in my car. He lived in my 
apartment during this period. I fed him and cared 
for him the best I could because I didn't want 
small things to interfere with his important duties 
while on Earth. I continued working in the cafe 
from 8 to 5 daily, but spent the evenings in the 
arms of my alien lover. Oftentimes when I re¬ 
turned home I would find him staring intently 
at the television set, where he could study the 
habits and customs of our people. But whenever 
I questioned him further about his mission, he 
would only reply that he had already said too 
much and cautioned me not to betray his trust. 

My admiration for him and his purpose never 
faltered. Not even the day I returned home early 
with the news that I was pregnant. He said that 
complicated matters and he would have to move 
on. I asked him why. I cried. I pleaded with 
him to stay. I had visions of the two of us 
walking down the corridor of a futuristic space¬ 
craft, hand in hand, in a ceremony marking the 
first intergalactic marriage. Our coupling could 
be the symbolic gesture to unite all mankind 
with Ran-Kor's race. I didn't want my dream to 
be shattered. 

But Ran-Kor's cold logic, as usual, snapped 
me back to reality. His purpose on Earth super- 
ceded my own selfish motives. He told me he 
had been reassigned elsewhere. I drove him to 
the San Antonio bus station later that same day. 

Things moved so quickly, I hardly knew what 
happened. I wiped my eyes as I watched the 
bus carrying Ran-Kor disappear down the street, 
but I resolved that I would not let my frail female 
emotions interfere with the larger perspective of 

Six months have passed since I have seen or 
heard from Ran-Kor. Soon I will deliver his 
child. A very special child. But I am not bitter 
or upset because I have not heard from him. I 
am hopeful that we will be reunited when his 
mission here is complete. If I never see him 
again, I can only assume that the human race 
was deemed unqualified to receive the knowledge 
Ran-Kor's race possesses. 

Perhaps it is wrong for me to publicly state 
what I already have. Perhaps I have already 
broken his trust. If Ran-Kor's mission has already 
departed, then it really makes no difference 
what I say. But I state the facts above in all 
truth and sincerity, hoping I can convince some 
of you that our future depends on the account 
we give of ourselves now. Treat each person you 
meet as a potential alien observer. Act as a 
showpiece for our planet. 

Please. It may make the difference. 




can SAY TffATAGAlM, 
PATRICK Mites// 
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It’s True. Spending a month and getting paid. . . 

Smoking uncle Sam’s Done 


Name Withheld by Request 
Brighton, Massachusetts 

I answered an ad in one of the undergrounds. 
"Smoke dope for the government. Make two 
hundred smackers." I made an appointment at 
Boston City Hospital and hitched down for an 
interview with the shrink. In the hall freaks come 
and go flashing knowing grins. The shrink does 
not smile, but he does look like Richard Ben¬ 
jamin's older, more successful brother. "Are you 
a homosexual? Do you get along with your 
parents? What drugs have you done?" I brag, I 
stammer. "All right, you're acceptable," says the 
shrink, stamping a big red "Acceptable" on my 
dossier. 

A friend gives me a ride to the hospital, a 
sprawling thing near Framingham. I walk through 
a tunnel to the barracks-like Ward. On the door it 
says: "Closed Ward. Unauthorized Personnel Keep 
Out." A friendly, freaky Research Assistant, one 
of four, tells me to pick a room,then they shoot 
me with a Polaroid and tape it to the wall next 
to three other pictures. At the end of the day 
there are ten pictures, all of them the kind of 
people you wouldn't lend money to. 

Bummer One comes in the form of food. All 
foodstuffs, meats, fish, peas, cauliflower, bread, 
jello, potatoes - everything gets cooked down 
into a soft, gelatinous, off-white mass possessed 
of a mild, chemical taste. Many starches, and 
quite enough milk to drown in. 

It's the eve of Day One, but we won't get to 
smoke until Day Six. There will be a five day 
no-dope control period at the end of the study 
also. We run wildly from room to room demanding 
to know who and what. The ward is one long 
hall with hospital rooms, hospital beds, a TV 
room with a cheapie phonograph and the sound¬ 
track to "In Like Flint," a game room with a 
ping pong table, a dining room, and a superfluous 
kitchen stocked with the dope addict's staple: 
peanut butter and crackers. 

The next morning brings Bummer Two. Every¬ 
one must get up at eight for vital signs; blood 
pressure, temperature, lung capacity, and pulse, 
taken three times a day, early in the morning, 
late afternoon and midnight. The Research Assis¬ 
tants trail us, taking note of sleeping behavior 
and unusual activities. At ten comes the daily 
memory and time estimation chores, five cents 
for each correct answer. We sit on card chairs 
and watch numbers being flashed on a wall. Three, 


four, . . . nine digits, write 'em down. One 
column forwards, one column backwards. 

Time estimation. We hold our buttons down, 
"Twelve seconds, start when I say go." "Sixty- 
five seconds." "One hundred and ninety seconds." 
A tremendous drag. Dr. Pike, the most visible 
governor of the government's experiment, with 
the killer drug, gets us together to answer ques¬ 
tions and distribute the nefarious clickers. The 
clickers are five place digital counters that we 
carry around constantly to amass a maximum 
daily total of sixty thousand points, worth ten 
dollars on Uncle Sugar's pay scale. We may trade 
six thousand points for each joint (that's a buck 
a number! where's the price freeze?) so the more 
you smoke, the less you earn. It is possible to 
click up to fifty-five points in ten seconds, but 
it is not possible to sustain this rate much longer. 
A diligent worker can manage maybe fifteen thou 
an hour, to the exclusion of all other digital 
activity, at least for one hand. 

You can well imagine that spending four or 
five hours a day clicking a little box could become 
a drag; and this soon came to pass. Dr. Pike 
explained, "Now you can well imagine that 
clicking this little box is a drag, so if you got any 
ideas on beating the clicker, don't. If we catch 
you we take away the clicker and give you a 
pencil and a piece of paper. Each paper has one 
thousand squares. You have to fill in each square 
and that's a bigger drag." Geez. 

That afternoon the Researcher herds us into 
the game room for the first of many "discus¬ 
sions." The Researcher lives in, is a great bear 
of a fellow, utterly sincere and fatally serious, 
carefully protecting a tiny sense of humor th^t 
continuously threatens to take wing and leave 
him completely. 

We were split into groups of five for the 
discussions and handed a sheet of paper with the 
first of several turgid "Ways of Life" on them. 
The "Ways" were pithy enough, perhaps based 
on the works of Edmund Burke, but presented 
in the vernacular. Each way of life contained 
lettered points like: "a. Each man can only 
truly become himself if he forges boldly into 
social turmoil and strives to smite the heathen 
ennui." Or: "g. One should be open to new 
experience, passive, let himself be used by others 
so that he can know all there is to know." 



The Bear says, "Try to talk for at least fif¬ 
teen minutes (so we can get lots of hot data.)" 
The tape recorder is running, the Bear scribbling 
like crazy. 

Dinner: Boiled Anonymous Mammal. Perfectly 
flavor less potatoes. Bread, rolls, noodles, crackers. 
And for dessert, Gruntcake. Every night at seven 
comes a "Group Game," five in a room com¬ 
peting against the other five to see who can 
guess the right object on a board in the least 
questions. We were handicapped because one of 
our number was colorblind and another asked 
the same questions repeatedly, forgetting that he'd 
asked them before. 

On the eve of Day Five we're giddy with 
anticipation, vowing solemnly to leave no freak 
unturned when eight a.m. rolls around and they 
break out the joints. What can the hemmorhoid 
government of these here United States do for 
dope, for chrissake? No one sleeps much and the 
next morning is flippo as we fight through vital 
signs and dash to the TV room where we line 
up ten deep for Bummer number Eleventeen: 
pulse before and after each joint. Fill out the 
form that asks the musical question; "Flow high 
are you? Rate on a scale of one to ten how high 

The jays are big mothers, cigarette machine 
rolled things bearing exactly one gram of Govern¬ 
ment Inspected choice Mississippi weed, one and 
one half percent TFIC. Each jay comes neatly 
enclosed in a plastic tube, five tubes to a Govern¬ 
ment Baggie. The "how high" ratings range from 
one holdout at three to an average eight or nine. 

but it is plenty bizarre to smoke that government 

The Bear is scribbling on a sheet marked with 
certain behavior patterns, including Excessive 
Laughter, Unnecessary Crawling on the Floor, and 
Excessive Hostility. The Bear soon began to 
develop his most endearing personality trait; an 
extreme fear that we would cheat on the memory 
tests, the clickers, make a phone call, or worst 
of all, grab the weed out from under Controlled 
Conditions. Each roach must be returned to the 
Researcher or Assistant in charge who is present 
during its ingestion. The Researcher has marked 
"total smoking time," "estimated amount of 
ingestion," and the roaches are sent to a lab 
where they are weighed, analyzed, and questioned. 
All non-smoked weed is credited against the 
account of the subject. 

A variety of Kennedy Democrat Doctors come 
and go: Goldstein who saps blood and urine 
every Friday morning, smokes a pipe and a beard; 
Freud Jr. who gathers ten of us together and 
distributes reprints from Time on B.F. Skinner. 


think they are saying?" He wears Mach Two 
glasses and has no time for jokes. Dr. Schermer- 


horn, who's about forty and does a good twenty, 
administers the Harvard Block Step once a week 
for pulse recovery rates. Dr. Pike, who strides 
about looking worried. 

Then there is a collection of grad students 
intent on their sundry projects. Straight, tense 
girls from Brandeis doing memory tests. The Zom¬ 
bie,- a mysterious friend of the Bear who never 
said a word but took lots of notes, and the 
Morality Man, direct from Bob Jones School of 
Divinity, who wanted to know, "Suppose a girl in 
high school has her boyfriend over and they get 
to heavy petting and it leads to sexual intercourse. 
Is that wrong?" Peals of laughter. The Morality 
Man never wavers, he just adds a variation. "Well, 
suppose she got pregnant and . . ." 

A low-life exec-looking shrink comes in ( once 
a week wearing an iridescent green suit. He asks 
us if we've been masturbating. Sometimes he 
throws in a ringer like, "How much did you 
cheat on your clicker today?" just to see what 
he can shake loose. "That's between me and the 
Holy Father, Bud." 

In fact, the clickers became quite a drag ahd 
it was not long before we discovered that lining 
up the nines and giving the lever a solid whack 
produced a Las Vegas type tumbler roll, usually 
good for a couple thousand points. This had its 
disadvantages. The Researchers took clicker read- 

amassing unseemly amounts, but once the smoking 
started, memory took a dive; some of the subjects 
were blithely knocking out forty thousand points 
between readings, clearly an excess. When would 
they catch on and retaliate with the dreaded paper 

The dope barrier cracked on Day Six. Step 
One: procure joint from the Bear or Assistant. 
Step Two: turn away, light a cigarette (which 
looks identical across a smoke-filled room) and 
rip the joint in two. Smoke the cigarette. Step 
Three: Light half the joint when the fag burns 
down, smoke it down and turn the roach in. 
Next time the subject picked a weed, he could 
pocket the half every time. It drove some of us 
to cigarette smoking. 

We were politely requesting and getting the 
Official Government Weed Baggies, each of which 
contained a sticker describing the contents. 

Three of the four Assistants were guys, all 
of them sympathetic to the cause. They assisted 
us by neighborly indifference to the quirks of 
Researchers demanding accounts of unusual be¬ 
havior. But the fourth Assistant was a very nice 
working girl named Ruth who conscientiously 
tried to fulfill all the weird requirements. She 
followed us around making notes in the Log, the 
mysterious Log, forever sealed from the eyes of 
the subjects lest we find out where we went 
wrong. So we ripped off the Log one night and 




checked out the entries. "When Irving is not 
playing games to be sociable, he is either prac¬ 
ticing his flugelhorn or trying to cause some other 
disturbance. Signed, Ruth." "Today Irving de¬ 
manded his nonexistent comics from me for the 
twelfth time. Signed, Ruth." "Wilber.force seemed 
more sociable tonight after smoking three joints 

We're smoking outside on the balcony gt night, 
in the rooms, blowing it out the window. After 
an initial rush of paranoia, we learn not to ask 
for phone privileges or an Assistant to walk us 
to the laundry. Football in the lot between the 
wards while elderly patients and nurses gaze in 
mild horror. Next door is a Smack Ward, but 
we're not allowed to mix. One of us is bad 
company. 

The subjects draw different tests each day for 
when they get stoned. Sometimes it's just the 
electric shooting gallery, a cakewalk even if it 
pays small potatoes. Other times it's the time 
estimation test, the Big Bummer. A watph in the 
breast pocket helps. After all, it was their idea 
to reward accurate performance with money. 

The Bear occasionally leaves the Ward to 
psyche out other patients, leaving one of the 
Assistants holding the ,fort. Even as the Bear 
walks out, the crowd gathers in the TV room 
and starts screaming for joints arid palming cigar¬ 
ettes. The Bear gets suspicious and there's a new 
law: Assistants must light jays for the subjects. 
When the Bear's not in the room the law dis- 

The clickers have been taking a beating and 
some of them are breaking down. Surprisingly 
the Bear is taking trade-ins, accepting the excuse 
that they have been dropped and run over by 
the food cart. Sometimes we whacked the clickers 
out of control and had to go around the horn, 
over one hundred thousand points to even it out. 
No sweat, with proper technique it only takes 
fifteen minutes. Sixty thousand points for thirty 
days came out to something over one million 
eight hundred thou. • 

Finally, the twenty days of smoking came to 
an end, or so it seemed to the Researchers. But 
two days later the Bear catches a whiff of the 
killer outside one of the rooms and the heat is 
on. One of the subjects hears the Bear phone 
Pike in a panic and word spreads of the impending 
bust. We dash about, frantically searching for a 
stash for our Official Government Weed. 

The flag falls. The Bear, Dr. Pike, and Richard 
Benjamin's older brother get us together in the 
TV room and explain how it is; there's going 
to be a room to room search. Any marijuana 
found will be credited to the account of the 
subject. This strikes us as being real gentlemanly, 
and in a fit of good-feeling and salting the mine, 
I turn in my gram of hash to appease them. 


They find some of the droppings and rippings — 
and the Official Government Baggies that no one 
bothered to hide because they had been freely 
given us by the Bear. Pike freaks. "If one of 
these baggies was to get out and the media were 
to hear of it it would ruin the project!" The 
baggies are one hundred percent polyethylene 
except for the labels, which are gummed paper. 
The baggies were hipper than the grass; anyone 
can hold up some weed and claim it's Government 
Inspected, but the baggies had the official label. 
Everyone who lost baggies is good and pissed. 

One night Subject Phil and I are up late, can't 
sleep. Pike grabbed my hash, but Phil has some 
Official Weed to do. Even so, the hash would 
round it out nicely. We go down the hall to the 
station where the dope is kept, sealed into a 
locked cabinet. The Assistant is sleeping on the 
counter right next to the cabinet, but Phil fishes 
the keys out of his pocket. The Assistant rolls 
over and mumbles, "Don't do it, you guys." 
He's asleep. We grab a chunk of the hash and 
replace the rest. As we're walking away, the 
Assistant does another 180 degrees and.mumbles, 
"Don't do it . . ." 

The next morning, everyone's watching a lot 
of TV and playing plenty of ping pong. When 
a good show is coming up there's an hour's shifting 
and cruising for the decent chairs, antique over¬ 
stuffed relics that get dragged across the hall 
every morning for the memory and time es¬ 
timation tests. Nothing like an overstuffed chair 
to take the edge off an ugly morning. The food 
worsens, but thankfully they're sending less of it. 

We're all paranoid after the bust, but that just 
means we crawl around more before turning on. 
All the doctors are there more often and Freud 
Jr. gets to give his Twenty-Four Hour of Le Mans 
Endurance Quiz that goes on and on, probing to 
the very heart of the personality with great 
true/false questions like: "I know that I will go 
to Hell for my sins." Ana, "I would really be 
somebody if someone didn't have it in for me." 

On the last day Pike produces all the physical 
data and answers questions, shows us high and 
low blood pressures, and hands out some questions 
he wants us to answer. The kind of questions a 
good teacher asks at the end of the year. This 
list includes whether we cheated on any of the 
tests. Nothing will be deducted from our pay, 
just the facts, please. We all turn in honest 
answer sheets and quake at the villainy revealed 

"High" man on the jay list did one hundred 
and ‘ ninety-four joints during the twenty day 
smoking period. Low man did eighty-three and 
went home with the most money. The gang is up 
all night partying with two smuggled six packs 
and some precious stolen weed. Everyone is glad 
to get out of there - a hospital is no place to 
smoke dope. 
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apartment? If you want to make love to me, at 
least we could be comfortable. It's raining out here 
and it's wet and cold." Meanwhile, we were 
walking closer and closer to where my car was 
parked. If I could get that far, I thought, I could 
yell like crazy. There had been people playing 
ball in the field near the lot. Maybe they would 


M.O.: It seems surprising that you didn't either 

JAN^: No. I told you I couldn't run because I 
was wearing clogs, and they would fall right off 
my feet and trip me. Anyway, I had asthma when 
I was a kid, I have no lung power, and I'm 
overweight. I really can't outrun ANYBODY. 

M.O.: Did he have you under any physical 
restraint? 

JANE: No. At this point he wasn't touching me. 

M.O.: Why did you continue to reason with him? 

JANE: Because I've worked in psychiatry. I've 
worked in psychiatric hospitals, and I've worked 
with maniacs of all description. Murderers, 
rapists, and just plain ordinary off-their-rocker 
nuts. I wasn't frightened of his nuttiness. I was 
only frightened of what he might do to me in 
terms of physical harm. I know that the only way 
to handle nutty people of this kind is to not get 
them excited. No matter what I was feeling, I 
had to not get him excited. There have been 
plenty of cases of girls who were beaten and 
raped anyway. Many of them were killed outright, 
or afterwards. I didn't intend to be one of those 
girls. Really and truly, one act of intercourse, 
more or less, does not make a heck of a lot of 
difference. But I didn't know if he was about to 
turn violent, so I didn't want to get him excited. 
That was definitely not my idea of excitement. 

M.O.: You were, however, convinced that he was 
dead serious. 

JANE: He was not kidding, that's for sure. I 
kept trying to walk closer and closer to the car. 
It really sounds like it took a long time but it 
might have been five minutes worth of all this 
talk. And then, all of a sudden, he turned around 
in the path so he was in front of me, blocking 
my way and said', 'That's enough talking." His 
voice changed. It got just enough of a sharp edge 
on it that I thought, "Well, that's it, I have done 
my best and now I am going to be raped. There's 
nothing I can do about it except not get him 
excited and maybe I won't get hurt." At this 
point, I can^t remember if he unzipped his pants 
or if they were unzipped. I never saw him do 


it. But somehow or another he took out his 
penis and he started playing with it. 

M.O.: It wasn't hard? 

JANE: No, it was just dangling, limp and in¬ 
significant and little. And I was wondering to 
myself, how silly it seemed for him to say to 
take off my pants, and to know that he planned 
to rape me with this tiny, insignificant thing. I 
would have imagined, with everything that I knew 
about rapists, or had thought about them, that 
at this point he would have a whopping erection. 
But he didn't. He started masturbating. 

He kept trying with the other hand to unzip 
my jeans. I had on a belt that tied in a knot, and 
he tried to get it untied. All the time he kept 
saying to me, "Hurry up, someone will see ps, 
hurry up, take off your pants, hurry up." I did 
not make any move to help him. At that point, 
I had ascertained that if I did not irritate him 
he would not hurt me. I just kept saying, "This 
is so silly, and we really shouldn't be standing 
here in the middle of the path. Anybody could 
come along. It's twelve o'clock, lunchtime. Any¬ 
one could be near." But he wasn't listening 
anymore. He kept trying to undo the knot. 
Finally he bent down and undid the knot with 
his teeth, since I refused to help him. 

M.O.: He wouldn't stop masturbating to undo 
your belt? 

JANE: No. He used his teeth and his other hand. 
And the only thought I had at that point was, 
"I hope that I'm going to be able to relax 
enough so that he won't hurt me." Although 
I'm not usually a physical coward, let's face it, 
nobody wants to get hurt. Then he got my jeans 
undone, and he let go of himself long enough to 
pull both my jeans and my underpants down, 
around my knees. He tried to force me back 
against a rock and I said, "Nothing doing, at 
least let's lie down and be comfortable." 

M.O.: He wanted to take you standing up? 

JANE: Well, half reclining against the rock. I 
didn't like the whole idea. I didn't see any point 
in getting my back broken. And he wasn't being 
really vicious. I thought maybe I might be as 
comfortable as possible. So I pointed to a spot 
across the way. There was a kind of flat area with 
leaves and I said, "Look, let's go over there." 
And we got over there. He tried to push me to 
the ground, gently. The force with which he 
pushed me wasn't hard. I got all indignant, man, 
like he was my boyfriend, and I said, "Well for 
gosh sakes, ij's wet. The least you could do is 
put your jacket down." So he took off his leather 
jacket, and he put it down on the ground, like 
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hair or as wide as a ballpoint pen-tip. The laser, 
mounted in a handpiece of our own design, 
functions primarily as a cutting beam whose 
length can be adjusted between a micro-millimeter 
and 3/4 of an inch. (Thus, for instance, the 
"point" of the laser can cut deeper by simply 
lengthening the beam. This will prove to be an 
invaluable breakthrough for endodontics.) Second¬ 
arily the laser beam functions as a televisic 
link with the tooth itself — a three-dimensional 
x-ray image of the entire tooth appears constantly 
on a special screen mounted behind the patient's 
head. The dentist is thus permitted to perform 
the entire drilling (or polishing) operation without 
looking once into the patient's mouth. 

That's how the drill works — in principal. In 
practice it proved to have certain characteristics 
we hadn't anticipated. These characteristics didn't 
become apparent until the day we switched from 
using plastic study models to operating on the 
real teeth of our good friend and co-worker 
Professor Mueller. 

A Cracked Cusp 

Dr. Mueller, as it happened, was suffering from 
a cracked cusp on his third bicuspid. This seemed 
an excellent opportunity to test the visualizing 
abilities of the drill, for a cracked cusp is 
notoriously hard to see, either by x-ray or 
human eye. 

Carefully (I was very nervous), I placed the 
point of the MOM drill near the mesial of 
Frank's third bicuspid and turned the power on 
to visualizing strength. I didn't intend to turn 
it up to cutting strength until I had completely 
explored the offending tooth and its nearby 
brothers. 

Immediately a beautiful replica of the tooth 
leaped onto the MOM screen, which had been 
placed so that Frank too could view it. 

"My God!” gasped Frank, "It's beautiful!" 

The three of us, Lee, Frank, and myself, gazed 


Lovely assistant Lee Melody watches fascinated 
as an image from Dr. Mueller's mind appears 
on the MOM screen. At Dr. Mueller’s request, 
Lee fine-tunes the image. "That's better,"sighs 
Dr. Mueller, falling deeper into reverie. 


in breathless wonderment at the MOM screen. 
The bicuspid, larger than life, glowed whitely 
against a pinkish background. The interior of the 
tooth was visible to us as translucent layers of 
white (enamel), yellow (dentin), and green (pulp). 
After what seemed like hours Frank motioned 
for me to continue the exploration. 

Very slowly, but growing more confident as 
I proceeded, I moved the visualizing ray over the 
tooth and then over and around the surrounding 
teeth, until we had thoroughly enjoyed the spec¬ 
tacle of Frank's entire mouth on our little 3-D 

'That's enough for today," I said. "We'll 
proceed with the cutting tomorrow. Turn off 
the laser, Lee." 

Lee reached for the dials. Accidentally (or 
was it accidental? Perhaps the gods themselves 
were guiding her fingertips!) she turned the power 
knob up one notch — almost, but not quite, to 
cutting strength. Instantly the picture on the MOM 
screen changed. Instead of the familiar shapely 
essence of enamel, dentin, and pulp, a blurred 
picture of a craggy mountainside appeared before 
our startled eyes! 

After the initial shock and surprised exclama¬ 
tions, scientific interest took hold in all our minds. 
In a matter of seconds Lee Melody had focused 
the image by juggling the dials on our patented 
device. I in turn had moved the handpiece side 
to side and found the image remained unchanged 
as long as the beam was pointed toward the back 
of Frank's head. If I pointed in any other 
direction, or removed the handpiece from Frank's 
mouth, the image disappeared entirely. 

"Good Lord," said Frank, "do you know 
what's happening? Whenever you get that damned 
picture on the screen, I can see it inside my 
mind at the same time! h wonder if we're 
picking up a local TV station?" 

"No, Frank,' I said. "I believe we've made 
a discovery that could change the course of 
human evolution!" 
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Subsequent Revelations 

And that may come, in time. Subsequent 
experiments with the MOM dental tool proved 
that in fact we had not picked up a television 
signal, but had tapped an image-producing center 
in Frank's own mind! Almost immediately Frank 
found that he could make the images change as 
if he was present and moving in a strange world 

In the weeks that followed we constructed 
three modified MOM handpieces which we used 
strictly for visual communication with this mys¬ 
terious mental world. Day after day the three 
of us — Lee, Frank, and myself — could be 
found reclining in our dental chairs with these 
curious apparatuses braced in our mouths. Before 
us on tiny screens danced a profusion of mental 
movies, as if we were three cameramen exploring 
a new and distant planet. 

Excerpts from the Log of My First Jour¬ 
neys Into the Unseen World 

December 12, 1973 

I am drifting over low green mountains shroud¬ 
ed from the sun by silver clouds. Below me I 
see a blue lake, dark with rain. Wet lush hillsides 
surround the lake, the hillsides are dotted with 
grazing animals . . . 

I look at my hands. Yes, my bodily image 
seems to be present here. I control its movements 
through the aether as if it were an airplane. I 
move south toward the ragged edge of the moun¬ 
tains, wondering if I'll find my two friends 
there. The mountains seem to be recently ex¬ 
tinct volcanoes. Colored vapors are rising from 
their gaping cones . . . 

December 15, 1973 

It appears that the three of us are in entirely 
different localities. Frank reports bubbling red 
earth populated with reptiles engaged in constant 
combat. Lee finds herself in a shimmering vortex 
of light alive with flying things. She has yet to 
touch solid ground. Using our knowledge of 
flight navigation (we're all pilots) we hope to 
locate one another and continue our explorations 
together . . . Assuming that this is indeed one 
place and not three distinct worlds! 

January 6, 1974 

After weeks of exploration we've decided we 
are on three different worlds, all having a common 
sun. We've even computed the relative distances 
of these worlds from each other and from their 
sun source. At night I can see Frank's world 
glowing redly near the horizon. Lee's world is 
visible from Frank's world, but not from mine . . . 


January 27,1974 

First human contact! Yes, these worlds are 
populated by homo sapiens. On precisely the 
same day at precisely the same hour the three 
of us discovered cities of men on our respective 

I found tall blonde youths, male and female, 
playing at sports in a vast open field. Beyond, 
in a glade, Dionysian revels seemed to be in 
progress. I went down and walked among the 
lithe copulating bodies, but no one seemed to 
notice me. (Frank and Lee report a similar 
condition of invisibility.) 

A condition of springtime seems to be upon 
this planet. In the city itself I found streams of 
people of all ages converging in a huge grassy 
central plaza where a vast orgy was in progress. 
Bodies entwined and fucked, then with tender 
leavetaking moved on to other bodies. Children 
copulated with old people. Near where I am 
standing a young man achieves simultaneous or¬ 
gasm with a tall red-headed woman. In a few 
seconds he has withdrawn his glistening member 
and reached for the fingers of a diminutive 
Oriental girl no more than thirteen. He draws 
the girl to his side and leans his weight against 
her. A third and fourth person of undetermined 
sex join them and soon all four are rolling on 
the soft grass near the plaza, coming streams of 
golden fluid that overflows their respective orifices 
and gathers in glowing pools in the grass. . . 

Excited, I try to touch a passing nymph. It 
is then that I learn my presence in this place is 
immaterial, for my hand passes right through her. 

More Research 

Our research continues at this time. We are 
working in secret, for we are already feeling 
America's insatiable curiosity beating on our 
.door. At the moment we are perfecting a video¬ 
tape unit which will record and preserve the 3- 
dimensional MOM images. And Frank is rapidly 
constructing an audio receiver which we hope 
can give us access to the sounds of our newfound 
worlds. We have seen the peoples of these worlds 
moving their lips and laughing. We'd give any¬ 
thing to hear what they are saying! 

Also, we are asking ourselves what is the exact 
nature of the mysterious mental universe we have 
uncovered? Friends, we still don't know. We've 
seen alot, and I'm going to tell you more of 
what we've seen. Suffice to say that we feel that 
every man should be entitled to explore this 
inner cosmos. For that reason we are pressing 
ahead with plans to market the MOM device as 
soon as possible. The General Electric Corporation 
should have an inexpensive unit in the stores 
later this year. Soon you will be able to partici¬ 
pate in the greatest exploration of all time . . . 




Kalvin S. Ottengin, PhD, DDS 


EDITORS' NOTE: Dr. Ottengin's original ar¬ 
ticle continues with further descriptions of 
what he and his friends saw in their early 
experiments with the MOM device. Even as 
those paragraphs were being set in type, Dr. 
Ottengin rushed into our offices with the 
following material and asked that we include 
it with his article. He was obviously distraught 
and after reading his words we can see why. 
If what he says is true, we are all in greatest 
peril, and I have strongly recommended to Dr. 
Ottengin that he turn over his invention to 
the Pentagon at once, that the armed forces 
may be made fully cognizant of the situation 
he claims exists. - THE EDITORS 


Ottengin Continues 

Dear readers, if you have read my article this 
far, then you know about the marvelous device 
that I and two co-workers stumbled upon — the 
Melody-Ottengin-Mueller laser dental drill, a de¬ 
vice that opened a door into another universe. 
A device that could be the salvation of the 
human race. 

If our early explorations with the MOM ma¬ 
chine were enchanting journeys into a wondrous 
realm, then our most recent revelations have 
been the exact opposite! 

I must now tell you terrible news I learned 
there, in the hidden world, news that will affect 
the lives of all of you! 

. . . Two days ago (today is June 9, 1973) 
my collaborator Dr. Franklin P. Mueller an¬ 
nounced he had finished constructing the re¬ 


ceiving unit which would allow us to hear the 
voices and sounds of our secret world. At once 
we linked the receiver to our laser cameras 
(formerly called drills) and the three of us re¬ 
tired to our separate inner explorations. 

Try to imagine if you can how a deaf man 
would react upon hearing music for the first 
time! That will give you a small idea of how we 
each felt upon hearing the music of the Inner 
World! We grinned at each other from our 
reclining couches, each knowing the exquisite 
pleasure the others were feeling. 

My own wandering had brought me on June 7 
to another city of men, and during the past two 
days 1 had roamed all up and down this city, 
marveling at its crude but beautiful architecture 

habitants. Cloaked in silence and robed in gold 
they moved about the city, conversing with one 
another in words I could not hear. 

Now, as I returned to the couch and flicked 
on the receiver switch, their voices burst into 
my mind like a chorous of melodious flutes. 
They spoke in a language I do not know, but 
my mind instantly understood everything they 
were saying. 

They were busying themselves in preparations 
for a festival, and they were talking about the 
work that remained to be done. 

As I moved through the city it became apparent 
that the entire population was engaged in these 
preparations and that the festival was to be a 
vast affair which would take place all over the 
planet, with neighboring cities and nations par¬ 
ticipating. 

Amazed by all this, and astounded at the 
alacrity and fluidity of their work, I neared the 
edge of the city and considered continuing my 
journey toward some glowing red crystalline 
mountains to the south. 

Until this moment I had thought that I was 
invisible to the inhabitants of the Inner World. 
During the months of our explorations, the three 
of us had never detected any awareness of our 
presence on the part of any creature. Indeed, we 
had been like wraith-shadows moving among the 
living. But now, as I came near a crowd of people 
picnicking at the edge of the city, I saw them 
all turn together and look directly at me! I 
stopped and wondered: do they see me? Are 
they looking past me at something or someone? 
I turned around to see if this were so, but there 
were only the empty fields rolling grayly off to 
the south . . . 

"Why are you turning around and around?" 
a voice said. "Come here and sit with us." 

I looked back at the group. An old man was 
beckoning tq me with a loaf of bread. "Come 
here. We know who you are. Come here and sit 
down!" 

I did as he asked. All eyes were on me as I 
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sat down next to the old man. Serious eyes. 
Smiling faces. 

The old man gave me a green fruit. "Here, 
Kalvin," he said, "eat this." 

Until that moment I had never successfully 
been able to eat in the Inner World. Now I 
found myself biting into this delicious mint pear 
as easily as if it were an earthly apply. 

"You can talk too, you know," said a woman 

voice rough and rasping compared with the flute¬ 
like tones of those around me. 

The old man spoke: "Have you noticed we 
are getting ready for a festival?" 

"Yes," I said, "I've just finished exploring 
your city. Everyone seems very busy." 

"It will be the largest festival of all time!" 

"If I may ask, what is the occassion?" 

The strange people looked at me in silence and 
ate their sandwiches. 

"You mean you don't know?" said a woman. 

"How could I know?" I said. 

After a pause the old man spoke, very gravely. 
"No, of course you couldn't know. That's why 
I called you over here ... to tell you what is 
about to take place on your world, in the ex¬ 
terior plane of your existence ' . ." He leaned 
closer to me and his eyes became dark and 
piercing. 

"A war is about to break out on your planet," 
he said. "A vast and terrible war. We are expecting 
at least a billion souls to leave their earthly 
bodies and come to this place. That is why we 
are having this magnificent festival! Two hundred 
planets in our solar system will welcome your 
brothers and sisters with great rejoicing!" 

I was stunned. All at once I knew why our 
minds were connected to this inner universe. 
All at once I understood the nature of the realm 
on which we had stumbled. So! There would be 
life after death! But — a war? 

"What do you mean there is going to be a 
war?" I asked, somewhat shaken. 

"Yes," he said, "it will happen very soon, 
within months perhaps. At most a few years. 
Certain factors regarding the free will of nations 
have yet to fall into place. But they most 
certainly will, for the momentum of human 
energies which will release this war is now past 
halting!" 

I grew excited. I knew he was telling me the 
truth. "Can you tell me specifics? Perhaps I can 
take information back with me that will delay 
or even stop the impending holocaust." 

"Holocaust is a good word for it, my friend. 
I can give you specifics, although they will be of 
little use to you or your people. In truth I tell 
you that if your people had sought to understand 


the Oriental mind, you might have prevented 
this orgy of destruction. But your own greedy 
ways made you blind, and now there is nothing 
you can do — 

"In 1954 the Communist Chinese decided to 
arm themselves as fully as possible with nuclear 
weapons, for they did not trust the heart of the 
West. They knew that if they neglected to arm 
themselves the relatively primitive tribes of Amer¬ 
ica and Russia would one day overrun all Asia. 

"But they did more than arm themselves. They 
built a fleet of 4000 longrange airplanes to carry 
the deadly bombs. They rushed to perfect and 
build long-range missiles. And they prepared their 
people psychologically to expect an atomic war. 

"Like master Go players they made their 
moves, always diverting attention from their real 
motive, which was to strike first, for only he 
who strikes first can win a nuclear battle. 

"They alleged that they were afraid of a 
Russian nuclear strike, when in reality they knew 
neither the Russians nor the Americans would 
ever initiate an atomic war. Working the Chinese 
people to fever pitch they constructed vast tunnels 
under their cities, and moved millions of citizens 
out to the countryside, away from the potential 
centers of decimation. 

"And, in a masterstroke of diversionary tactics, 
they resumed political relations with the West, 
welcomed the American president to their shores 
with open arms, and negotiated new trade agree¬ 
ments . . . But the smiling dragon has sharp teeth! 
Shortly you will see how sharp they are! Shortly 
you will see how one nation of people indoc¬ 
trinated to perfect submission to their government 
can become overnight an insatiable and demonic 

"My friend, the man of the East fully intends 
to once more be master of your world!" 

Brothers, I retreated from that place in a hurry. 
Conferring quickly with my associates Lee Melody 
and Frank Mueller, I found that they had had 
experiences similar to my own on the worlds 
they were exploring. We all agreed that the 
nations of the West had to be alerted at once of 
the impending horror. The first step was to rush 
these words you now read into print. The next 
will be, at our editor's suggestion, to turn over 
our notes and equipment to the federal govern¬ 
ment. Then we will hold a press conference and 
tell our story to the wire services and television 
networks. I hope to God they will listen! I hope 
to God there's still time! 

Your servant, Kalvin S. Ottengin, PhD, DDS 


EDITORS' NOTE: And for our part, we hope 
to God Dr. Ottengin is a charlatan, although 
our personal estimation of the man teffs us 
he speaks the truth! — THE EDITORS 







Pig Lover: The Confessions of a... 

POLICE GROUPIE 


BY MERCEDES FIGG 
Chicago, Illinois 

While the other freaks in the audience booed 
and tossed impudent handsfull of buttered pop¬ 
corn at the screen, I was strangely stirred by the 
"New Centurions," the romantic saga of life on 
the police force. 

As the guns and muscles rippled across the 
screen, I casually placed my funky fur coat 
across my lap, artfully flinging my colt-like leg's 
over the back of the empty seat in front of me. 
Checking to see that no one was staring, I 
slipped my hands into the levi's I wore pantiless. 
My left hand parted the labia which were honeyed 
with expectant moisture as my right hand 
approached the throbbing center of my feminin¬ 
ity; anxious to please, I've always had the greatest 
respect for myself. 

The hero cop, a study in sensitive male 
musculature, was a walking target of pig-hating 
society and my heart, mouth and cunt went out 
to him as my rounded hips pounded the velvet 
theater seat in primitive response. "Off the pig!" 
shouted a bearded soul brother in the audience 
and my breath came ragged as I remembered my 
ex-husband's proclivity for ethnophaulism. 

We'd been married at a small ceremony in the 
woods, consumating the union on the spot while 
our closest friends clapped to our thrusting 
rhythm, but it didn't last. Derek had been unable 
to tolerate my be-gunned bedmates, despite our 
mutual promises of sexual freedom within the 
marriage. 

Sure, I hated the pig as much as the next 
member of the youth culture until a Leo who'd 
been crashing with us ripped off our stereo 
system. Oh, we hadn’t called the pig, but the 
Leo kid was parked by a hydrant and when he 
went to Stuff our speakers into his van, the pig 
got cute and the kid got nervous. I was home 
alone when the pig rang the bell to return the 
equipment and was naturally freaked out to see 
officer friendly staggering under our stereo. "Uh, 
won't you come in?" I asked nervously, hoping 
Derek had hidden the stash. 

"Thank you ma'am," the officer said, asking 
permission to sit down and fill out a form on 
his clip board. We didn't have much furniture, a 
big water bed in the living room and another in 
the bedroom. I motioned the officer to sit next 


to me. He sunk up to the gun in the spongy 
bed. "Heh heh, I've always wondered what these 
things were like," he said politely, nervous at the 
way the waterbed kind of pushed him up and 
down in response to my slightest movement. I 
offered to fix him a cup of tea and he accepted, 
but followed me into the kitchen and kind of 
studied the process. I guess he was scared I'd 
spike it with acid. J$ez would that be a waste! 

"Actually, we've never had a, urn, policeman 
in here before," I said, makjng conversation. The 
pig asked if I knew how to spell "appropriated" 
and licked the lead of the pencil before filling in 

"Oh yeah? Well, it's kind of a new experience 
for me too. I mean, you're a hippie and all, 
and ..." I stared at him and he blushed and 
apologized, though he was clearly unsure of what 
had offended me. He couldn't take his eyes off 
my teeshirt, either, and I felt my nipples harden. 
"Say, what do you do?" he asked. 

"Not much," I replied. "I'm still looking for 

"Why don't you look under the couch!" he 
joshed, although he quickly wilted under my 
glare. He was very young. With a forced show 
of bravado, he pulled a tightly rolled joint from 
the pocket under his star. "I got this from the 
kid who took your stereo, wanna smoke it with 

"What is it, officer?" I stammered, "Some kind 
of cigarette?" This was getting to be quite a trip. 

"It's yer marijuana drug," he explained, under¬ 
standing my dilemma. "Here, I'll show you how 
to smoke it." I 1 agreed, and we trailed back to 
the livingroom waterbed. "You just inhale and 
hold in the smoke," the pig explained patiently,- 
laughing in an affectionate way at my indecision. 

"Shit, why not!" I exclaimed. It was dynamite 
grass. The kid had really been holding out on 
us! We smoked in silence for a few minutes until 
I became aware of a bulge poking into my hip. 
His hard-on, I figured, and put my hand on it, 
stoned and grooving on this freaky new ex¬ 
perience. Hard-on, hell. It was his gun. 

"Hey, hey, don't be nervous. Look, I'll upload 
it and give you the bullets," he offered, and l_ 
reached up to smooth his moustache. He handed 
me the unloaded gun. "Kiss it," he whispered. 

I flipped out. "Kiss your fucking GUN?!" I 
shrieked. 

"No, no, no," he murmured soothingly, "I 




meant my, urn, that is, I meant ..." he turned 
red. 

Then I understood. This man wasn't much for 
foreplay but I'd read about those lower class guys. 
I unzipped his fly and the size of his cock 
astounded me. It was so LITTLE. I lay back on 
the waterbed and the cop began to groove—he 
was all hands and tongue and prick over me, 
stuffing my tits into his mouth, fingerfucking me 
to a trembling lather, shoving his little prick as 
far back into my throat as it would go, which 
wasn't even far enough to shake hands with my 
tonsils. He pushed a finger into my asshole, too, 
so that I was filled up everywhere but the thought 
of his gun never left the edge of my libido. I 
had to have it. I groped for it, squirmed my 
head from the pig's .groin and shoved the barrel 
of the gun into my mouth, sucking the carbon 
taste of the steel, cleaning that weapon as if it 
had a tootsie-roll center I was anxious to obtain. 
The cop was naked now, and looked like any 
naked stud: terrific. The hair on his body was 
abrasive, scratching and warming my tits, my 
belly, my thighs. "Fuck me, hurry up," I begged, 
and the pig pushed his prick into the nest of my 
pubic hair and shot off instantly. "Oh no, oh 
no!" I moaned, unable to believe my ill fortune. 

"I'm sorry, baby," he crooned, mortified but 
trying to calm me down, "I'll eat you, I will. 
I'll make you come, c'mon, don't be upset. I'll 
get it up again soon," he murmured. 

"Shit, why'd you have to shoot off so quick!" 
I whimpered, inflamed by the rough feel of his 
tongue on my clit, licking and licking at that 
rosebud until the waves of orgasm offered 
delicious relief. 

"I never heard a girl say 'fuck' before, that's 


all, I mean in bed, y'know?" he said shyly, stiff 
again and ready for action. 

After, he insisted on buying me a chilidog with 
all the trimmings. We made a strange couple, my 
waist-length frizzy hair fanned by the breeze 
catching onto his star and gun as we strolled to 
the franchise diner. People spit at us, freaks, my 
friends, but it made me feel holy, like Joan of Arc. 
He promised to stop by after work the next day 
to fuck me everywhere—in the mouth, the asshole, 
the cunt, between my tits—but he never showed 
up. I was philosophical about it, those kind of 
guys probably think you're a whore or something 
if you dig a hot screw. What the hell he was only 
a pig. Derek flipped on the teevee long enough 
for me to see the videotape newsreel of the pig 
taking a bullet in the back. The announcer inter¬ 
viewed the pig's wife. She had an illiterate Chicago 
accent and a pregnant belly like a watermelon, 
but I matched her tear for tear that night. 

From then on. I've been unable to resist the 
cocky stride of the pig. When I see one, I want 
his dick up me so badly I'll do anything to get 
it. I started hanging around the police station 
with a big notebook, interviewing officers on the 
pretext of doing a termpaper about their struggles. 

My mind drifted back to the movie, the hero 
was taking a bullet in the gut, my god, my clit 
began to sing its throbbing tune and I was unaware 
of the policeman who had appeared. "Come along, 
miss," he whispered, "You can't do that in a 
movie theater! You're under arrest." 

"M'mmm, you’re so right, officer," I purred, 
and when he knew that I'd follow him anywhere, 
he took me to a motel where I served out my 
sentence, blow by blow. 



UNDERGROUND COMIX FANS.. . TAKE NOTE. 

BliOU NO.8! 

BIJOU No. 8 is in FULL-COLOR. . . and is a 
parody on two levels. One one level it parodies 
the great old Kurtzman MAD comics. . . on 
the other it features parodies of popular under¬ 
ground comix characters by other u-g cartoon¬ 
ists. JAY LYNCH parodies The FURRY FREEK 
Brothers. . . ROBERT CRUMB does Nard ’n 
Pat. . . SKIP WILLIAMSON trys Mr. Natural. . . 
plus KITCHEN, DEITCH, GRIFFITH, GREEN, 
and many others. 

ORDER YOUR COPY TODAY! Send 75c, plus 
15c postage and handling, to KRUPP COMIC 
WORKS, INC., P.O. BOX 5699, MILWAUKEE, 
WISCONSIN 53211. 
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